ROBERT GREENE and ANON

Witness my want, the murderer of my wit:
My ravished sense, of wonted fury reft,
Wants such conceit as should in poems fit
Set down the sorrow wherein I am left;
But therefore have high heavens their gifts bereft,
Because so long they lent them me to use,
And I so long their bounty did abuse*

O that a year were granted me to live,
And for that year my former wits restored!
What rules of life, what counsel would I give,
How should my sin with sorrow be deplored I
But I must die of every man abhorred:

Time loosely spent will not again be won;

My time is loosely spent, and I undone*

R. GREENE

From England's Helicon, 1600
Philtida's Love-catt io her Coridon and his replying
PbiL    Coridon, arise, my Coridon !
Titan shineth clear.
Cor.     Who is it that calleth Coridon ?
Who is it that I hear?
Phil    Phillida, thy true love, calleth thee.
Arise then, arise then !
Arise and keep thy flock with me !
Cor.     Phillida, my true love, is it she?
I come then, I come then,
I come and keep my flock with thee,
Phil    Here are cherries ripe my Coridon;
Eat them for my sake.
Cor,     Here's my oaten pipe, my lovely one,
Sport for thee to make,
n